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Summary: 


Max helps Eleven cut their hair. It feels like freedom. 


buzzcut season 
Author's Note: 


buzzcut season by lorde is on eleven's official playlist 
and I am. normal. about it 


For a second, the buzz of the razor frightens Eleven. It startles them 
back to stark rooms and rough hands. 


But no harsh voice commands them to sit still, and the blade is 
solidly in their own hand, their own control. They grin, flicking it on 
and off to the beat of cheesy pop. 


Max stands behind them, gathering their wayward curls into a 
ponytail. She brandishes her cheap office scissors and asks, "Ready?" 


El takes a deep breath, puts down the razor, and flashes her a thumbs 
up in the bathroom mirror. "Ready." 


Max pulls the hair taut and begins to hack through it. It pulls a bit, 
the slicing sounds of the scissors setting their teeth on edge. 


And then Max pulls away, long inches of hair grasped in her hand, 
dangling loosely from a scrunchie. Eleven ruffles the roughshewn bob 
and laughs. "It's so light." 


Max drops the hair onto the cluttered counter. "Now for the fun part. 
You want it all gone, right?" 


Eleven sets their jaw. "All of it." 


And then Max sets upon their head with a manic joy, snipping and 
cutting at random, hair falling around Eleven's face to settle on the 
old towel under their feet. 


Eleven wiggles their toes in the soft fibers and scrunches their nose. A 
stray lock of hair rests on it and they swipe it away with a thought. 
"Can I?" they ask, holding out their hand for the scissors. 


She presses them into Eleven's palm. "Go for it." 


Eleven pulls a lock down over their forehead, scissors clenched in 
their hand, and snips it. "Power," they whisper. 


Max nods, her own short hair swaying. "Feels good, huh?" 


"Yes." And then they bury the scissors in their hair, fervor and 
adrenaline and synth. They snip and slice and chop, shaking their 
head and letting the hair fly around them like cartoon birds. Most of 
it misses the towel, carpeting the tile with brown fluff. 


Max sits on the toilet, drumming along to the music and fiddling with 
the razor. Eleven pauses a moment, just watching her, love swelling 
deep in their throat. 


And then she looks up, and Eleven looks away. "Looks like we can 
start shaving now. Unless you want to leave it like this." 


Eleven looks at the disastrous mess of lengths, some close to the scalp 
and some nearly two inches. They laugh and hold out their hand for 
the razor. "Not a chance." 


They switch it on, the vibrations spreading through their body, all of 
the power of their telekinesis but none of the struggle. They hold it 
for a long breath and then bring it to their temple. As they pull it 
over their scalp, the familiar pulse of their mind seems to claim all of 
its electricity. 


In shedding their hair, they shed a mask, a shield they didn't even 
know they held. In the mirror, they see the self they've been looking 
for so long. It's good to see them. 


Before they know it, their hair is gone, buzzed close, the shape of 
their skull peeking out. 


When they switch off the razor, Max cheers. "You look so badass! I 
love it." 


Eleven rubs their fingers over their head, turning from the mirror to 
hug Max. "Me too," they agree, "It feels more like me." 


